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" Here you are."
It was an express letter. The address was carefully written.
** my  DEAR,
" This time, don't be afraid of any putting off. Come at nine o'clock, without fail. I've made all my arrangements so that we can have a fine long evening together. Don't be angry with me because I had to put you off before. It was very much against my will, if you only knew. Tear this up ; and also my first letter, in case you kept it. Loving kisses from your
ec rita." " Without fail, eh ? "
ee Well, is your little friend still thinking about you ? "
Wazemmes would have liked to make some witty reply ; but he only blushed. He was intrigued, moreover, by Haverkamp's hat, which he had only just noticed. It was a felt hat, turned down, dark green in colour, with two rows of stitching on the brim, and the bow of the ribbon at the back — a product of the very latest style. Wazemmes had a sudden feeling that it was hazardous to hope to appeal to women without a hat on that model. He promised himself that he would buy one as soon as he got his first month's salary ; and if he had dared, he would have asked his new boss to let him have an advance.
It occurred to him also that he must start shaving as soon as possible. The down which still covered his cheeks and chin was a public confession of childishness. But he was undecided about the choice of a razor. His taste for modern inventions would have inclined him towards the so-called automatic razors, which were just then coming into fashion ; but, in the advertisements of these instruments, there was a phrase which had shocked him : ce Razors for timid and nervous men." He had often heard his comrades in the workshop jeer at unhandy fellows who did not dare to use the traditional razor,
" Not to mention the fact," Peclet used to say, " that,

